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I AM THE MUMMY-' AND 
ONLY I COULD BRING YOU SUCH 
A BLOOD-CHILLING TAL€ AS - 
EERIE FOOTSTEPS IN THE 
RED SNOW.' SO, BEWAR€! 
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raff f lTf*i Boor huriud down as volscn's 

■13 7 SCkBAM RtN7 THE AlR:i7S7RUCK SOME- 



^ HE LOST HI 5 
^ FOOTING ON- 
^^TME ICE.' J 


* IF HE FELl J 
FBOW HEBE, 

HI5 BODY MUST 
BE ON THE * 
PROMONTORY 

7T BB.Ofi j-m 
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/@}nO AS ME MM ON AtQNf- FORWARD, UPWARD- 
^ THE STORM'S FURY INCREASED,' THE STRUGGLE 
BECAME MORE HARSH,' THEN-fflOO NOTED fin UN' 
CANNY TN/NS.' 
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^TaEMBuHG NOW WITH A HELPIESS RAGE, 
fHOO MMHER'S NERVES WERE ST/WINED 
TO TH£ BREAKING POINT.'NE RAN TO CATCH 
Tut OTHERS -OUT VOICES SUMMONED HIM 
FROM BEHIND.' , 
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/MR81E TO REfiP THE MURDEROUS MTEMT « RIGCTS EYES, 
THE UNWRPT PRiR TRERDED RLONO 1HI NHRRQYi ltDGt, 
V1HSN SUDDENLY. 
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Mjff RUSHED OH AHEAD -STUMBON6 AND REGAINING HIS fEET R 
"* DQ2EN VMtS.'MS BREATHING WAS 8EC0MINO LABORED AND I 
THE MUSCLES *V HIS BACK AMP UMBS ACRED EXCAVCIAT'NGL* .' I 
THE COLD WAS BECOMING MORE FEARSOME - INTENSE J 
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§§£UTta 
ttfty WITH 
FLARES FROM 
THE CAMP 

site and 
paced aheada 
fastsr and 

FASTER.' 

BUT ALWAYS 
THE FOOT- 
PAINTS WIRE 
AHEAD -THE 
EERIE FOOT- 
PRINTS IN THE 
RED SHOW.' 

iHEH-sam- 

THINS 
PtWGED TO- 
WARD Him OUT 

Of THE 
DAPHNESS 
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!SjB0Vi, INCH BY (M0W7IM8 INCH HE SPURREP 
*v HIMSELF ON,' THE END IN SIGHT! THE PEAK 
WAS A HUNDRED YAROS ^WHy-fiFT/, TWENTY 
FlYE-FIYE-ONE'RHD ALL AT ONCE, HIS EYES 
GUNIPSED ITS SUMM'T. 



*CiHD THERE HIS EYES GLIMPSED WHAT NO OTHER LIVING BEING 
W* NAP EVER BEFORE J THE UiiNS, VENGEFUL PEAPJ THE TERRI- 
FYING VISAGES OF THE PHANTOM- CUMBERS FIXED EYES UPON 

HRd THAT 8L02EP UMt NOT COALS. 1 * -« 

WE VWWTEP YOU TO ^ 
COME TWS FAR- SO WE flIPEP YOU.' 
WF WflNTEP TO TORTURE YOU W 

SI6HT OF LIS UPON THE PEAK 
BEFORE WE — 
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■"^ FIEND OF FIRE 

HARLOW MAXON felt pretty gooda^l^^ 
Stuffed his pipe and prepared to settle 
back for a smoke. He was safe now. His big 
problem had been settled — completely. He 
could relax now and enjoy life. 

Maxon lit the match and held it to his pipe, 
ready for a good smoke. But suddenly, the 
match flame hissed and sprang toward his eyes, 
like a live thing! With a yelp of pain and 
fright. Maxon flung it down and stamped on 
it, breathing hard. 

Why had the match acted like that? Maxon 
calmed down. "Oh, just a defective one," he 
told himself. "I'll try another." 

Lighting another match, he held it gingerly 
at arm's length, in case it would act up too, 
but it's flame was normal and steady. Sighing 
In relief, he brought it to his pipe, puffing. 
But again, amazingly, the flame suddenly ex- 
panded lividly and hissed toward his face as 
if to burn his eyes out! 

Cursing, bewildered, Maxon flung it down. 
But the flame was not out and the rug caught 
fire, fiercely. It did not seem like a normal 
flame at all aa a patch of rug swiftly burned 
and widened. Maxon had all he could do to 
■tamp it out with both feet, crushing it under- 
foot! 

Maxon stood there panting, but mora pux- 
aled than frightened. Matches juat shouldn't 
act that way. And he was annoyed too. How 
could he light his pipe and enjoy a amok*? 
Well, skip it, he told himself reluctantly. 

He settled back and picked up tha paper, for- 
getting the incident. What did it matter, for 
there, in the news columns, were the words that 
made him safe — MAN DIES IN FLAMING 
AUTO! The text went on to state that driving 
down the street, John Begget's car suddenly 
caught fire and the trapped driver was burned 
to death within, an unfortunate accident. 

"Accident," gloated Harlow Maxon to him- 
aalf. "Sure it was an accident — planned by 
yours truly! I killed him, but nobody sus- 
pects!" 

It was a common enough story. Maxon had 
borrowed heavily from John Begget, his friend, 




to indulge his taste for gambling. Losing 
steadily, he had kept putting off Begget, until 
in anger, Begget threatened to have him arrest- 
ed and jailed. Maxon had been unable to 
raise the money. So what else was there to do 
but silence Begget? Get him out of the way? 
That solved everything — at least in the un- 
scrupulous mind of Maxon. And so he had 
aecretly planted the thermite-bomb in Begget's 
car, leading to its explosion and complete burn- 
ing. 

That had been this morning. And now, to- 
night, Maxon was a free man, safe from the 
law. He dropped the paper with a satisfied 
smirk, settled back, and started to light his 
pip*. 

But he had forgotten. Again there was ■ 
deadly hiss as the small flame grew and shot at 
his face like a fireball! Maxon stamped it out 
in a hurry, choking, with a slow dread clutch- 
ing at his heart. Looking in a mirror, Maxon 
saw that his eyebrows had been singed that 
time. 

Cursing, eager for his smoke, Maxon went 
into the kitchen and turned on one burner of 
the gss-range. It was automatic. He needed no 
matches. But at the moment the burner went 
on, its blue flame gave a hiss and shot toward 
him in a long searing tongu* like a striking 
snaksl 

Maxon staggered back. The flame seemed to 
search for him, curling and twisting through 
the air. Horrified, Maxon dropped to his knees 
and was thus able to reach up and turn off the 
gas. The flame died just before it reached the 
hair on his head. 

Trembling and shaken, Maxon went back to 
the living room and pulled an easy chair up to 
the fireplace. H* had lit the fire before and 
needed to bask in its warm glow, and recover 
from his jitters over the weird aventa that had 
just happened. 

"Ah, this' is better," he mumbled, stretching 
his hands toward the dancing flames. 

But abruptly, they were dancing flames no 
longer. With a roaring hiss much louder than 
before, a sheet of flame burst from the fireplace 
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toward Maxon. Screeching, Maxon leaped from 
the chair and stumbled back, barely in time, 
out of range. 

The long ribbon of flame from the fireplace 
seemed to reach for him like clutching hands, 
even though he ran the length of the room. 
After him the fiery hands came, as if there 
was no escape! 

And then Maxon was in the corner of the 
room; trapped. He turned at bay, moaning. He 
waited for the searing hot touch on his body, 
shuddering, whining in fear . . . 

But then, most eerie of all, the flame took 
form slowly — human form. And its hiss became 
a mocking voice that said— "No, I won't kill 
you this soon. Not before you suffer torment 
and know what I am. Look at me, Harlow 
Maxon! Don't you see who I am?" 

Maxon's eyes bulged, taking in the human 
!-hape that the flame had formed. "No, it can't 
be!" Maxon moaned. "It can't be you — John 
BeggttV' 

"Ves, John Begget, your victim." hissed back 
the fire-spirit. "In flames I died — and fn all 
flames I live again! Don't try to understand, 
Maxon. It is something beyond the mundane. 
I was able to make those match flames dart in 
your eyes before. I made the gas flame leap at 
you. And now I've come for you out of the fire- 
place. Call me a fire ghost or whatever you 
will, but now you will die as I died — in fiery 
torment!" 

And with a ghastly, hollow laugh, the fire 
spirit clutched for Maxon with its flaming 

But Maxon remembered the fire-extinguisher 
nearby, enclosed in a wall niche. Somehow he 
grabbed it out and swung the nozzle at the 
flame form. The fine spray beat it back. The 
fire ghost retreated before him and Maxon 
reached the fireplace, putting out the whole 
fire there. Only then did he nop, feeling that 
he had won out in this mad duel to the death 
with the fire fiend. 

But one last ember glowed, and a somber 
hiss echoed in the air, forming words. "You 
have won for now, Maxon. But you can't es- 
cape me. Remember, I can strike at you from 
any flame — anywhere — anytime! You can't es- 
cape me!" 

"Yes, I will!" shouted back Maxon. "It'i 
simple — I'll just avoid all flame. It's as simple 
as that!" 

In the following days. Maxon carried out 
his grim campaign. He stopped smoking. He 
would never light a match again. And he could 
do without fires in the fireplace easily enough. 
As long as he kept away from flame, he was 



safe. In his daily life among others at the race 
track or gambling casino, it was not hard to 
keep away from those lighting matches nearby. 
With care, he could keep out of range of all 
open fire, in any form. 

He had one bad moment when some friends 
dropped in one evening, surprising him on his 
birthday. One of the girls came out of the 
kitchen with a birthday cake and lighted 
candles, as they all sang the familiar birthday 
song to him. Maxon stared horrified and then 
dumped a bottle of soda, snuffing out the 
candles. He had acted like a maniac and ruined 
the evening, but once more he had foiled the 
fire ghost. 

Maxon was triumphant, getting a sort of 
twisted joy out of his strange duel with the 
supernatural. By sheer persistence, he'd win 
out. 

Even on a hunting party in the winter sea- 
son, Maxon took care not to sit near the blazing 
fire they built when having lunch. He almost 
froze, sating, away from the heat, but he was 
safe! 

Safe that is, until i whipping wind kicked 
up sparks and before they knew it, a brush fire 
had blazed up! The others fought the flames, 
but Maxon ran— only to be blinded by smoke. 
Staggering, coughing, he was suddenly faced 
by a wall of fire, out of which a fiery shape 
loomed hugely, with a hissing roar of laughter. 
The fire ghost again! 

Long arms of Same shot toward him, but 
Maxon saw his salvation not far off — a running 
brook. Without hesitation, he plunged into the 
icy waters, safe from the fire spirit, until his 
friends succeeded in beating out the last of 
the fire. 

Even in the hospital, where his friends 
hastened him after the icy plunge. Maxon was 
happy. He was safe from fire — safe from the 
fire ghost. Safe from being consumed by a 
fiery vengeance from beyond . . . 

MAXON suddenly started, his spine 
crawling. What was that the doctor 
was saying? 

"Fever! A very high fever — one hundred 
and five I We can't bring it down! Poor chap!" 

Maxon's eyes alone saw the wraith-like 
shape that sat on his chest, in glowing out- 
line, grinning. He heard the soft hiss of the 
fire ghost's words — "Fever is a form of 'fire' 
too, Maxon! Fever consumes the sick body 
just like a fire! Didn't I tell you there was i 
escape? . . ." 

THE END 
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llHIS e AT, 9LD8BeRlNG,PONDEW0LI3 KILLER ROAMED THROUGH THE BOOKS 
OF A FAMOUS AUTHOR , LEAVING DEATH iW MS WAKE i BUT WHILE MILLIONS F0LL0WEO 
Hi6 ADVENTUBE5 WITH A MO»3ID CURI05ITV.--HOW COULD THEY KNOW HE HAD 
BTEPPED BEYOND THE «=ALM OP FICTION ---INTO UPE, IN . ... 



SJOSEitlE^ 





ftXK WILO,AVi«(TeR,STAf?ei>arTHEMAWU»a(lfr 
■--REACN6 WHAT «E HAD JUST WBTTTeM AUD A 
FEELING Of REVULSION OVERWHELMED HIM . IT 
WA5 ALMOST FINISHED ---AHOTHSH BOOK DE- 
SCRIBES THE BEE^'AL HORRORS OF HtS OWN 
CREATtOM ---THE LUNK. ' 



^T*> 



C-U SSB TUB LUHKt WWY 
DIP I eveft CdEATt 
ANVnjfNiS AS A\OW- 
STR0USA5 THAT/ 

THE PHONE---THATMUST 
BE MANN'WG , MV PlS - 
LlftHER 1 
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Mtuoti* follow *w ei^.orpa 

ANO WAtN ALOEACTV BS;jEVE 
THAT I ftW A BEAUTY. OOM'T 
YOU see THAT YOU H««e ALAEAPV 
»ED T*E LINE BCTWE5N 
rY AND FICTION? I EM6ST 
IN TM£ MINDS OF MANY. A WEAK' 
LIN6 LIKE YOU CANT MURPEC iWE 

"7Wf LUNKf 
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*oou*- 

MC56 5JWLV 
RETURNED 
T© JOHN 



OP A STjPOR 

weope"je l -> 
hiseye*. 

StDOENiv 
8EMEM3E0E0, 




URAWT1CAU.Y: WE P&SHEO TOWARD 
T"M£(SASftSE. AWP twe SOJND O^ 
SOFT, PATTERING FOOTSTEPS WA« 
HEARD. MjS HEART CONGEALED 
IN TERROR. MOW OFTEN HAD HE 
~e*<J»i&eD THOSE steps » 




pVe U.N&FD *C« H« CAR 
«ND WITH TREMBUN& FINGERS 
TURW5D THE ICAi.TTON KEY. THE 

veniCLE eoAHED off as if 

FLEEING F30MTWED6Vii_ 

H"f.e.ELF : 

^MY COUNTRY PLACE '. I CAN 
FINISH THE LAST CHAPTER UP 
THERE 1 VES---FiNiSW iT—ANO 
DESTROY T*WT MONSTER : 
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I CAX 
TO 6PEEP 

MAO- — Tt« 

»UDOBNL.V,WllP 
SAW & 
Vift"0w 
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TW=6l = - .YOLO 

600W BE 
THERE., ..THE 
LAST CHAPTER, 

wurmsN THAT 

WOJin BE THE 

mo OF THE 
UWK. 

•JT Aft THE 

MlWTES SLOWC* 

•ncKEO 





HEARD fT— THATAWESOWf 

SCREAM THAT FILLEO «*• WTTW A 
SAMCLESe TERROR, rT WAft A 
6CREAM SUCH A* OWLV TH6 
LUNK COULD INSPlPE. HE DA&HEP 
roOTMEDOOl* 



THE KMH! ---Ai.WAV» TH» KMP1 
Hi* PAVO*[T£ WEAPOM. Hf 
WOULDN'T LET HI* COMB ID 
TA*«E THE DICTATIOM ; 
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-TURKMP* 

. ._» AVt»t/USe*JL 

nj«i 3 O6e.*Aa.wiL0. rut 
•ou should know. you 
owno rr for me. but 

I TRUST THIY WON'T 

BLAWvI this, on YOU 
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£3T W*0m&fT IN 

TJ KNttJMO.AMDAM 
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twt xemptc AtffMMMV of new 

A tVWPWg MOUNTAIN BMC 
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NO.' I'M GOtHG \ YOU'RE MIGHTY 

UPTHERE TO )5TU8B0RH,Mt$TtK! 

FtNPCVT FOX <I HOPE >DU PONT 

MYSELF.' NOW- ) REGRET IT.' ALL . 

_ how vo ./right, I'll tell. •* 
F r set t — Vou how to finp 

I THERE? ) IT KEEP PRJVING ON 

fcfc_ . J THIS ROAP FOR ABOUT 

■pj^w F1VF *ll£.<5.' -rf 






l*rV^ll^: 




^^T\/ : 


L'' A' 1 s j>3 
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FfHAiLY, Willi COME TO ANOTHER 
CKOSSRCA17S--A SPOT WHERfi 
THERES A HUGE OAK TREE 
WITH A SF/KE PRIVEN INTO IT 
AT THE HEIGHT OF A MANS -4 
HEAP.' FOLKS CALL fT SPIME'S 
CROSSROADS/ GO LEFT 
THE*?... AMP YOU'LL BE 
~ IN JERICHO NOTCH.' 
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WHEW.' U/tTY THE CAR WASNT TOO 0APLY J 
PAAWSEP.' THAT WAS A 3AC SKIP.' H/WMM... 
LOOKS LW£ A HOUSE AHEAP — 1HK0UGH • 
THE TREES.' MAY0E I ON FiHP SHELTER * 
FDR THE NJSWT/ I'LL TRY fTY, 




A5 7w so/ooiteacmex smvezep fbdm 
7HEC01D IN THE ANdetfT B&H.PM6. HE 
BBCAME AWAfOE Of AH ATMCSWEXE OF 
PREAJ? MENACE — A.ND YET SOMEHOW, 

OF WELCOME-,'.' 

ThOSf OiP 86nCx£5... J.VJPTHAT , 
ffTOYE.' IT AIL SEEMS SO FAMILIAR.' * 
BlfT HPW COUlP IT BE 7 I'VE" USV£B * 
BEEN HERE BEFORE.' IT S£EM& TOMS L 
THAT I'VE HEAKPMY GBANFPAtHtt TELL 1 
THAT OUR ANCSSTOftS FiHST SETTlEPIN 

TMJC PART OF HEWSHffLAHP.'r " 




BUT THAT MUST »W»T SEEN TVW BENCRAtnONS 
AffO ANPWEHAYENT BEEN HEflE SINCE.' ANP YET, 

I HAVE THE FEEJJNS THAT I KWCW THIS SCHOOL HOUSE 

-THE FEEimfi THAT I WAS MEANT TO 

COME HERE. MAY*£ * ***** 

SAW THAT ADVERTISEMENT 

IN THE PAPER AT ALL.' 
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As we eunm fumes eiueo Tnexoomimw 

Gwms w*ww, T«f mow Cux/Oi/siy 

pkx&upa pust- cove/rep volums 

LYING OH A SHELF. 



SCHOOLHOUSE ITSELF. 1 YELLOWED ' 
PWtCHMEHT — ANPBOUNP IN THE STV1E 

OF THE MIP-EIGUTEENTH CENTURY.' ' — 
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(7]no Thenar the young msm 

m*S*TlN THElX SEPRIED ROWS 
BXFECTAHTIY, A POHEXfilil IMPULSE 
POMINATtO 7H£ TEACHES- 9EI7/M& 
HIM COMPLETELY .' IT WAS TUB 
UtPUlSE TO CONTROL THtM, 
sopy AMP SOUL .' 
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let you \aye.' weu Dnwgovr 

GOl NOT J HIS FAW'LY-ANDStAV 
UNTIL <Jn.fA\ SUT WILL EVEN 
YOVBE J_,7*ATeW7HlS 
PEAC7, TL SORCEBY7 

JOSHUA *S> ^ -1 

SPRAGuE.y/lT WLL-- IF* 

XL WE DO IT IN J 
ACEETTAINf 
WAV/ 




BEWARE! TERROR TALES 




ONCE AGAIN, A4W SLAKTEO 
f/EKCHY ONTO THE SHINGLED 

ftcof of -wescHooiMOuse.' 
asp rvffi ima, rr mason that 

S70RW N>6#T WMBM THE OLD 
SCHOOLTEACHER PROVE MS 
CAR PAST SPIKE'S CffOSSftOAOS! 




PAW CAME, AHP W<TH IT THE RAIN 

ceased: -1HHOUGH THEFOXEST 

WALKED TWO M EN.' 

,e*j the old fe.i 

7NT SHOW UP ASA 
MVGAS STATION, i 
I R6u«P HE 
MI&HT HAVE 
SOTT£M J.OST i 
MERE SERGEANT 
THAT'S WKY 
~ CALLEP you 
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i reckon not! ubmapethe 
mistake of bujlPinS a Blazing 
fljte im an old stove that 
mwt been lit for v&ihs.' "^ 




THESE EYES HAVE SEEN BEHIND THE COVER OF. 




DARE YOU DO THE SAME 
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COMIC MAGAZINE 

DEFYING ALL DESCRIPTION! 

TERROR/ 

HORROR/ 
SUSPENSE/ 



TO TURN EACH COVER 
...IS TO ENTER 

CORRIDORS 
OF HORROR 

NEVER BEFORE CONCEIVED 
IN THE MIND OF MAN 
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